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and where the service is choral, and rendered with
great beauty and reverence.

The Spaniards and Lascars behaved with the
utmost devotion and recollection. After service they
adjourned to Penstowe, where they were hospitably
entertained with a dinner. The captain and the
mate dined with the family, the sailors in the hall.
The captain took in the lady of the house. On the
other side of him at table, sat one of the farmers
who had received the shipwrecked mariners into his
house. The Spaniard helped the lady to wine, half-
filling her glass; but was nudged by the farmer, who
bade him give her a brimmer. The little captain
turned round, and looked him in the face with an
astonished stare, which said plainly enough: cDo you,
a Cornish clown, think to teach manners to a Spanish
don?' The burly Cornish farmer withered at the
glance.

In 1853 a vessel laden with copper ore was wrecked
in the bay below Morwenstow Church. The ore was,
recovered, and carried up the cliff on the backs of
donkeys; but it was a tedious process, and occupied
two or three months. Mr. Hawker was touched with
the sufferings of the poor brutes, zigzagging up a
precipice, heavily laden with ore; and, during all the
time, had water drawn for them, and a feed of corn
apiece, to recruit their exhausted strength as they
reached the top of the cliff". His compassion for the
donkeys made a profound impression on the people,
and is one of their favourite stories about him
when they want to tell of the goodness of his kind
heart.

During these two or three months, the agent for
the firm which owned the vessel lived in the vicarage
and was entertained royally. When everything had
been recovered, and he was about to depart, he
thanked the vicar for his great kindness, and begged
to know, on the part of the firm, if there was anything seats, rich modern stained glatsae
